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motheb i to thxe, of siohty this book belongs ; 
Fob, seatsd on tht knsb, an infant wbak, 
With lispino tonqitb, i leabnt from thsb to speak 

"In psalms, and hymns, and spibitual sonos." 

Oft didst thou stbokb my head, and kiss my cheek. 

And weep fob joy, to heab thy child bepeat 



How THE good shbphebiV'9'<^>'^ fbom heaven, to seek 

His WANDEBINO lambs,— •^^IP'BOTlt^S^J^iNDS AND FEET 



Webs ptbbced with nap^s-^w^tle he, the sxtffebeb meek, 

PbAYSD fob his foes, THEfr^koTJNTED TO-HIS THBONE. 

With themes like these, mT''Ybabs have still xjpgbown, 

■■<' 
ThBOUGH thy PEBSUASrVE TEACHING, TENDEB CABE, 

Thine, and a loving fatheb's life of pbayeb. 
The book i offeb thee is thus thine ownI 



DeoenAer 1, 1897. 



PREFACE. 



Seyekal of the following Hymns and Meditations, 
were written during a brief visit of recreation, amidst 
the beautiful scenery which surrounds Bolton Abbey ; 
and others, soon after, under the impulse there 
received. Hence the title. Some earlier rhythmical 
attempts are introduced, which may add little to the 
value of the book, — ^but, 

— *' I could wish my days to be 
Bound each to each " — 

not only by what the Poet designates as ^natural 
piety,' but also by that which acknowledges a higher 
origin. 

These rhymes are arranged not in the order of their 
dates, but with the idea of preserving some unity 
and sequence of subject throughout the book, as a 
development of religious feeling. Some of them 
are suitable for psalmody, and to these the letters' 
indicating the metre, are appended in the index of 
first lines. The Author does not claim for them the 
high rank of poetry ; but their publication as devout 
meditations in verse, will not be altogether unjusti- 
fiable, if that which has given him so much pleasure 
in the production, shall prove helpful to the spiritual 
life of any one, in the perusal. 

N.H. 

St. John's Wood, 

December 1, 1857. 
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Introbuttorjt JSonntt. 



BOLTON ABBEY. 

"All thy works shall praise thee, O Lord; and thy saints shall 
bless thee." — Paalm czlv. 10. 

Entbanced with yaried loyeliness, I gaze 
On Bolton's hallowed fane. Its hoary walls, 
More eloquent, in ruin, than the halls 

Of princely pomp, their solemn features raise 

'Mid thick emhowering elms. Meek cattle graze 
The peaceful pastures circling it around, 
Old Wharfe flows sparkling by with pensive sound. 

And heathery hills look down through purple haze. 

All lend their aid to prompt these humble lays ; 
Some kind and soothing influence all have given — 

The mouldering Abbey, and the moss-grown grave. 

The breezy moorland, and the rook-nurst wave, 
Cliff, meadow, forest — all direct to Heaven, 

All blend their voices in one psalm of praise. 



BOLTOH AbBBT, 

September 8, 1857. 
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THE HUIISIED TEMPLE. 



<( 



Enow ye not that ye are the temple of God ? "—1 Cor. iii. 16. 



Like some fair temple overthrown, 
With broken arch and cnmibling stone, 
The soul, though reared by hands divine, 
Li ruin lies, a shattered shrine. 

These walls now roofless, rent and bare, 
Once echoed to the chanted prayer ; 
And joyful strains of holy song. 
Sublimely rolled these aisles along. 

Kindled and nourished from above, 
The altar-flame of Faith and Love 
Within the heart was burning bright, 
Diffusing round its tranquil light. 
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THE BUINEB TEMPLE. 



But sin that sacred flame has quenched^ 
And from its base that altar wrenched ; 
While reptiles foul and birds unclean 
In that once holy place are seen. 

Yet, though polluted and defaced, 
Its pristine form may yet be traced ; 
And on its sculptured fragments, stiU 
The Builder's name is legible. 

Restore thy ruined temple. Lord ! 
speak the soul- transforming word ! 
Thy cleansing blood can expiate, 
Thy Holy Spirit new-create I 

Remove the deep and deadly stain, 
Of orgies dark and rites profane ! 
Bid lust, pride, selfishness depart. 
Drive every idol from my heart ! 

Let sacrilegious foot no more 
Presume to tread that temple floor ; 
Henceforth be no pollution found 
To desecrfite this holy ground. 
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THE ETtoED TEMPI^. 



ttebuildthe altai"^ kmdle there 
^eiiioeiiB6 of haMtual prayer; 
Ajid let the sacrifice of love 
Accepted rise, through Christ, above. 

Let patiferit efforts to folfil . 
Thy; holy, wis^, $,nd gracious *mll, ' 
A^ obnstafit pdaloa^ of praiis^ upEll, ' 
More prized by ISiee th^Ein poii^dtis gift. 

Let tow^ and pmnacle arise!, 
Frdm earth up<^soaaiiig to the sUesi 
And every J^ought^ and purpose be 
An aspiratiofiruntor^Thee 1 V 

Thus, iiordjiny ruinedscml restdr^, 
To be thy liome for ^vermord ;- - 
A glof few^'consecrated shrine, ■ ' 
Eternally, comfdetely thine I • . 



Bolton Abbkt^ 

September 1857. 
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CREATION'S LORD. 



*' Wherefore God also bath highly exalted Him, and given Hun a 
name which is above every name ; that at the name of Jesus every 
knee should bow, of things in heaven and things in earth, and things 
under the earth ; and that every tongue should confess that Jesus 
Christ is Lord, to the glory of God the Father."— PA«/. ii. 9—11. 

Jesus ! how boundless is thy sway, 

How universal thy domain ! 
Unnumbered worlds thy will obey, 

And joyM own thy right to reign. 

At thy command the thunder's crash 
Awakes the waves and bids them roar ; 

Goaded with Hghtning, wild they dash 
With foaming fiiry on the shore. 

Thou speakest ! and the stormy sea 

Is lulled to slumber silently ; 
The clouds with swift obedience flee, 

And all is calm serenity. 

But earth does not thine empire bound. 

It stretches through infinity I 
And all the stars with awe profound 

Obey — adore the Deity. 
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ceeation's lokd. 

Since thus Tmbounded is thy might, 
What must the seat of empire be ! 

Thy Throne ! — whereon, arrayed in light, 
Thou reignest through eternity ! 

Millions of spirits there attend. 

Thine every purpose to fulfil, 
Veiling their faces as they bend 

To listen to thy sovereign will. 

Shall I, then, dare, — a thing of clay. 
Thy power and greatness to defy ? 

Shall I presume to disobey 
This God of glorious majesty ? 

Jesus ! subdue my rebel soul. 

Reign Thou supreme within my heart ! 
My evil passions all control, 

Nor let me from thy law depart ! 

melt me by that glowing love. 

Which shines from Heaven supremely bright; 
Then take me to thy courts above. 

To serve for ever in thy sight ! 



Fenxmden Heath, 

September, 1886. 
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THE NIAGARA OF SIN. 



" Lord, save us ; we perish." — Jdatt. viii. 25. 

ll%i» hpmn may be adapted to any long metre tune by singing tJie 
word * «av0' in every fourth line, three times*} 

Save Lord^ I perish ! sin's strong tide, 
Smooth, treach'rons, rapid, deadly, wide. 
Hurries me headlong from thy side ; 

Save, or I perish. Lord ! 

Madly I slept upon the stream. 
Gliding along as in a dream ; 
Waking — on Hell's dark brink I seem ! 

Save, or I perish, Lord ! 

The howling fall I dare not brave, 
Yet cannot stem the giant wave ; 
Helpless — ^I cry to Thee to save ! 

Save, or I perish. Lord ! 
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THE KIAQABA OP SIN. 

Spirit of Love I I now implore 
Thy aid, rejected, scorned before, 
To snatch me from the rapids' roar — • 

Save, or I perish. Lord ! 

Jesus ! I faint, I sink, I die ; 
Yet sinking, fix my anguished eye 
On Thee, and from the torrent cry — 

Save, or I perish. Lord ! 

Thou canst ! Thou wilt ! Thy hand I see. 
Long slighted, still held forth to me ! 
I grasp that hand, I cling to Thee ! 

Save, or I perish. Lord ! 



From the Author's Tract— ** A Warning Cry from Niagara.** 
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THE LEPEE'S PEATEE. 



' Lord, if Thou wilt, Thoa canst make me dean.**— ifoM. viii. 2. 

On Thee, Lord, on Thee alone. 
My trembling hope is built, — 

hear my sad and suppliant groan ;* 
Thou canst Lord, if Thou wilt. 

In thy kind breast the atoning sword 

Was buried to the hilt ; 
Apply to' me thy saving word, 

Thou canst Lord, if Thou wilt. 

TaJce from my soul its heavy load 

Of aggravated gmlt ; 
And fit me for thine own abode, 

Thou canst Lord, if Thou wilt. 

But why should I thy mercy doubt 
Whose blood for me was spilt ? 

Henceforth I'll Hallelujah shout — 
Thou canst, became Thou wilt ! 



Bolton Abbxt, 

September 1857. 
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THE PUBLICAN'S PRAYER. 



" And the publican, standing afar off, would not lift up so much 
as his eyes unto heaven, but smote upon his breast, saying, God be 
merciful to me, a sinner.*'— 2^X» xviii. 13. 



Burdened beneath a load of sin, 
Deserving for that sin to die, 

how can I find peace within P 
Whither for succour can I fly P 

Father ! I raise my prayer to Thee ! 

God, be merciful to me ! 

No righteousness have I to boast ; 

Without excuse, condemned I stand ; 
If dealt with justly, I am lost. 

Banished to hell from thy left hand ! 
A ruined soul, I come to Thee, 
God, be merciful to me ! 
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THE PITBLICAN's PKATEE. 

'Gainst reason's voice I've oft rebelled, 
'Gainst conscience, and thy holy word. 

The strivings of the Spirit quelled, 

The worid, to thine own Son preferred : 

For sins like mine can pardon be ? 

God, be merciful to me ! 

Thy mercy 's vast, thy love is free, 

I have no confidence beside ; 
This, this alone is aU my plea — 

' For me the Saviour lived and died ! ' 
For his sake then, I cry to Thee, 
God, be merciful to me ! 



Hull, 1843. 
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THE SINNER'S APPEAL TO THE 
SINNER'S FEIEND. 



** ! spare me, that I may recoyer strength before I go hence, 
and be no more." — P»alm xxxix. 13. 



Friend of siimers, hear my cry ! 
Cast on me thy pitying eye ! 
Groaning 'neath a load of sin. 
Foes without, and fears within, 
Friend of sinners, hear my cry. 
Pardon, cleanse me, ere I die ! 

Friend indeed Thou art to me. 
Yet how cold my love to Thee ! 
Shunning oft thy kind embrace, 
SKghting oft thy spirit's grace- 
Friend of sinners, hear my cry. 
Warm my heart before I die I 
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THE SINNEB's appeal TO THE SINITEB'S TJHESTD, 

« 

How I love life's fleeting show ! 
How my breast's deep feelings glow 
Unto kindred, friends, and home, 
Wlule from Thee so oft I roam ! 
Sinner's Friend, hear my cry. 
Quicken, strengthen, ere I die I 

Send me succour from above, 
FiU me with constraining love. 
All my sinful passions quell. 
Come and ever in me dwell ! 
Friend of Sinners, hear my cry. 
Fully save me ere I die ! 

'Neath thy shadow let me hide, 
Happy ever at thy side, 
Faithful to the end of life, 
Victor in the closing strife. 
Sinners' Friend, be Thou nigh, 
Save, receive me, when I die I 



Hull, 



March, 1844. 
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THE SUPPLIANT AND THE 
SAVIOUR. 



" And Jesus, moved with compassion, put forth his hand, and 
touched him, and saith unto him, I will ; be thou dean.*'—' 
Mark i. 41. 

Lord, if Thou wilt, Thou canst restore. 

My leprous, dying soul ; 
Stretch forth thy gracious, healing hand, 

Thy touch can make me whole. 

Lord, if Thou wilt. Thou canst efface 

Sin's dark and deadly stain ; 
Cleanse me from all defilement Lord, 

Nor let one spot remain. 

Lord, if Thou wilt. Thou canst renew 

My spirit by thine own ; 
give to me a heart of flesh, 

And break this heart of stone. 



24 



THE SUPPLIANT AND THE SATIOTJE, 

Lord, if Thou wilt. Thou canst conform 

My stubborn will to thine ; 
Rule every thought, and may thy light 

In all my actions shine. 

Lord, if Thou wilt. Thou canst console 

Li sorrow's darkest hour ; 
cheer me by thy sympathy, 

Sustain me by thy power. 

Lord, if Thou wilt, the weakest saint 

Shall triumph over death ; 
Joyful thy praises may I sing. 

With my last parting breath. 

Lord, if Thou wilt, Thou canst reclaim 

My body from the grave ; 
The "Resurrection and the Life,'* 

Mighty art Thou to save. 

Thou canst ! Thou wilt ! almighty power 
Is linked with boundless love ; 

By grace divine FU serve Thee here, ' 
And dwell with Thee above ! 



LOICDOH, 

October, 1857. 
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PRAYER FOR SANCTIFYING 

GRACE. 



*( 



If ye shall ask anything in my name, I will do it."— t/oAn xiv. 14. 

Relying on thy promise, Lord, 

My wants I bring to Thee ; 
Thy name I plead — fulfil thy word — 

Complete thy work in me ! 

let thy sanctifying grace 

Daily renew my heart ; 
AU signs of Satan's reign efface, 

AnfThine own We ^part. 

Help me with godly grief to mourn, 

Each act or thought of sin ; 
Then heal the heart with anguish torn, 

Pouring sweet mercy in. 
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PEATEB FOB BASCTIFTDXQt GEACE. 

TTnited by the strongest ties 

To Thee, may I resign 
Myself, a Kving sacrifice, 

And all I have be thine. 

• 

Eichly within me shed abroad^ 

By thine own Spirit given. 
The purifying love of God, 

To fit my soul for Heaven. 

With all the church, there may I spend- 

From sin and sorrow free. 
The sinner, with the sinner's Friend — 

A long eternity ! 



HuitLf 

December, 1843. 
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PRATER TO THE HOLT SPIRIT. 



"If ye, being evil, know how to give good gifts nnto your 
children ; how much more shall your heavenly Father give the 
Holy Spirit to them that ask Him I **^lMke xi. 13. 



Spirit of God ! whose power alone 
Can new-create this heart of stone ; 
listen to my earnest cry, 
Nor leave me in my sins to die. 

Spirit of Light ! dispel the cloud 
That darkly doth my soul enshroud ; 
Reveal my ruin, let me see 
In Jesus, my sure remedy. 

Spirit of Love ! with heavenly fire 
This cold and callous heart inspire. 
That I may gladly yield my aU 
To Him who saves from Satan's thrall. 
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PBAYEB TO THE HOLY SPIBIT. 

Spirit of Holiness ! expel 
All sinful thoughts that in me dwell ; 
This temple consecrate, and deign 
Here to abide, instruct, and reign. 

Adopting Spirit ! cast out fear, 
That filial love may draw me near ; 
Fain would I — ^ Abba, Father,' say. 
And as a child, confide, obey. 

Spirit of Prayer ! instruct me how 
Before the throne of God to bow ! 
And pleading Jesu's precious name, 
Jiia purchased blessings humbly claim. 

Consoling Spirit ! peace impart 
When care and grief distract^my heart ; 
Assure me of a Saviour's love. 
And cheer with hope of jays above. 

Spirit of Might ! — all weakness, I 
On thy assisting grace rely; 
Help me to fight the fight of faith, 
Satan o'erthrow, and conquer death. 
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FBAYEB TO THE HOLY SPHtlT. 

Of Heaven the Earnest and the Seal, 
Let me thy constant influence feel. 
And of the fixture world's high bliss 
GKve me some foretaste, e'en in this ! 

Thus Holy Ghost ] thy work complete, 
Thus make my soul for glory meet ; 
Then to the Father, Son, and Thee, 
I'll render praise eternally ! 



Hull, 

NoTember, 1845. 
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THE HOLT SPIRIT WITHDRAWN. 



(( 



Take not thy Holy Spirit from me."— Pva^m li. 11. 



Long slighted, wiU the Spirit cease 
To plead with this insensate heart ? 

Oft wounded, will the Dove of Peace 
Froin so unkind a breast depart P 

Deprived of his assisting grace 
I cannot watch, or fight, or pray ; 

I ne'er shall win the heavenly race. 
But eager run the downward way. 

Thou long-suffering Spirit, still 
With this rebellious heart abide ! 

Control my selfish, wayward will. 
Subdue my sins, destroy my pride. 
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THE HOLT SPIRIT WITHDEAWN. 

True, I have oft thy counsels spumed^ 
Against thy strivings dared to fight, . 

Oft quenched the flame that in me burned, 
And to thy grace done sore despite. 

I've laboured long and hard to grieve 
My best, my kindest, tend'rest friend, 

And well deserve He now shoidd leave 
A heart such kindness fails to bend. 

Yet leave me not, Thou heavenly Dove ! 

Helpless, undone, to Thee I cry ; 
Pardon my crimes against thy love, 

Nor from the contrite sinner fly ! 

Now let my heart be opened wide. 

Great Sanctifier, enter in ! 
Apply the blood of Him who died. 

And take away the power of sin. 

Make me thy living temple. Lord ! 

come and dwell within my breast. 
My Counsellor, beloved, adored, — 

My Ghiide to Heaven's eternal rest. 
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THE COMFORTER. 



*' As one whom his mother comforteth, so will I comfort you." — 

Isaiah Ixvi. 13. 

" The Ck)mforter, the Holy GhosV^—John xiv. 26. 

" We know not what we should pray for as we ought, but the 
Spirit Himself maketh intercession within us, with groaniugs which 
cannot be uttered.*' — Bom, viii. 26. 

A LITTLE child in guilty fear 

From its kind Father fled ; 
For it had grieved that Father dear, 

By evil done and said ; 
But still with looks and accents mild, 
The Father called that wayward child. 

Without forgiveness humbly sought 

True joy it ne'er can know. 
It hourly needs some benefit 

He only can bestow, 
Yet still in fear it shrinks away 
And dares not to its Father pray. 

But see ! its tender Mother coihes 
To calm its fluttering heart ; 
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THE COMFOBTEB.. 



Its fear to quell, its grief to soothe, 

And peaceful hope impart — 
With love's own soft but potent chain 
She gently draws it back again. 

By her instructed what to say 
The child now ventures near ; 

Pardon is found as soon as sought, 
Love wipes off every tear, 

And Father, Mother, both, rejoice 

To hear its filial, suppliant voice. 

Thus, Motherlike, the Holy Ghost 

Helps our infirmities ; 
We know not how to pray aright. 

But He, with groans and sighs 
Which spoken words can ne'er express. 
Prompts us to breathe our deep distress. 

Joyful the Father sees the child 

So guided to his throne ; 
While Christ the Elder Brother pleads. 

Making our cause his own ; 
Thus Father, Son, and Spirit blend 
Their help, lost sinners to befriend. 



LOMDON, 

October, 1857. 
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THE HOLT SPIEIT, OUR HELPER. 



« The Spirit also helpeth our infirmities."— iiom. Tiii. 26. 

Holy Spirit, succour me 
Compassed with infirmity ! 
I am wicked, feeble, blind- 
Be my Helper — faithful, kind ! 

Help me to repent of sin, 
Help me to be pure within, 
Every lust may I forsake, 
, Every evil tabit break. 

Help me patiently to bear 
Sorrow, pain, and anxious care; 
Help me to be strong in faith. 
Trusting all my Saviour saith. 

Ever may I Him obey, 
Never from his foot-marks stray. 
My affections fixed above. 
May I serve because I love. 



Bolton Abbst, 

September, 1857. 
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HEAVENLY TREASFRE. 



*' Lay up for yourselves treasures in Heaven, where neither moth 
nor rust doth corrupt."— Jfa</. vi. 20. 

Why should we lay up treasures liere below, 
Where motli and rust corrupt ? — ^why fix our heart 
On that from which so quickly we must part ? 

Why on an ocean where such tempests blow 

Embark so rich a freight ? Why, midst the snSw 
Of so unkind a winter, plant a flower 
So fragrant, yet so frail? Why build Hope's tower 

Where lightnings flash, and whelming torrents flow ? 

But if our highest energies are bent 
In Gk)d and Heayen a portion to ensure, 
Midst every change our wealth will be. secure ; 

When the destroying angels forth are sent, 

When melts away the starry firmament, 
Our bliss, unharmed, shall e'en like God, endure. 
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THE BEST GIFT. 



" My son, give me thy heart."— Pror. xziii. 26. 
" There is none upon earth I desire beside Thee.*'— P«a2m Izxiii. 25. 

Were I, on Gbd's higli altar, to present 
All I possess, — ^if, as a sacrifice, 
I offered up whatever men cliiefly prize- 
Yea, if the splendours of the firmament, 
The nniyerse itseK, if all were sent 
As tribute to the Monarch of the skies — 
Without my heart, such gifts He would despise : 
"Without such gifts, my heart would TTim content. 
So— I should still unsatisfied remain, 

If riches, honour, fame, and Mends were mine — 
Of poverty, my soul would still complain ; 

Beyond thy gifts, for Thee — ^for Thee I pine — 
Without Thyself, such gifts would all be vain. 
Without such gifts. Thyself were endless gain. 
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TO A FAVORITE CHURCH. 



** Surely the Lord is in this place. This is none other but the house 
of Gtod, and this is the gate of Heaven." — Oen, xxviiL 17. 

" Lord, I have loved the habitation of thy house, and the place 
where thine honour dwelleth." — Ps, xxvi, 8. 

T'wAEBS yonder temple oft I've bent my way, 

And oft those sacred steps my feet liaye trod ; 

It was none other than the House of God, 
And there I've heard attendant angels say 
" This is the gate of Heaven — stay, pilgrim I stay I " 

How often have I longed to linger there 

In sacred exercise of praise and prayer, 
And sighed for an eternal sabbath day ! 
There oft I've caught a soul-transporting ray 

From the mild splendour of the throne of grace ; 
There oft, by faith, IVe listened to the lay 

Sung by the choirs who gaze on Jesu's face ; 
And thence have longed to mount, and soar away. 

That I might join them in that blissful place. 



STAE-LIGHT MUSINGS. 



**Ab the heaven is high above the earth, so great is his merpy 
toward them that fear Him."— Pso^m eiil. 11. 

If Light her pinions swift could lei\d 
That to yon star I might ascend, 
And then, through space my path pursue 
Till Earth should vanish from my view : — 

If, pausing on the Milky Way, 
I might, with wondering gaze, survey 
The countless orbs which throng the sky. 
Beyond the ken of mortal eye : — 

Thence mounting, could I wing my flight 
Through unknown realms of starry light, 
Upward, still upward, till I found 
The vast creation's farthest bound : — 

m 

The loftiest point I thus might gain 
Would still leave all my efforts vain. 
The length, and breadth, and height to span 
Of the Redeemer's love to man. 



PSKBin>IK HSATH, 

Sunday night, Augost 14, 1836. 
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THE GHDOD SAMAEITAN. 



" But a certain Samaritan, as he jonmeyed, came where he was ; 
and when he saw him, he had compassion on lam»"— Luke z. 83. 

From Jerusalem the peaceful. 

By a path too often trod, 
Down to Jericho I journeyed, 

City of the curse of God. 

Leaving Salem far behind me, 

As I blindly onward prest, 
Robbers strong and stem assailed me, 

Who that dark ravine infest. 

Of my treasure they bereft me. 
Wounded me in heart and head ; 

Naked, wounded, faint, they left me. 
Surely thinking I was dead. 
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THE GOOD SAMAEITAN. 

Sad indeed was my condition, 
Stripped of every hope I lay ; 

Ghiilty, yet without contrition, 
Trembling, yet I could not pray. 

Moses passed me, but he only 

Proved how helpless was my case ; 

Aaron in his robes swept by me, 
Saw — ^but slackened not his pace. 

Prophets, Priests, Apostles, Martyrs, 
A triuxnphant. glorious thronT 

Sympathized, but could not save me, 
Kindly looked, but passed along. 

Saints and Angels all united 

Could not save — they all passed by- 
But with love and joy they pointed 

XJnto One who now drew nigh. 

Lo ! He comes, despised, rejected. 

Angels' Lord, yet spumed by man ; 
Sinners proud wiU have no dealings 

With this scorned ' Samaritan.' 
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THE GOOD SAMASITAN. 



He beheld me, pitied, loved me, 
Promptly to my succour ran. 
And revealed TTimsetf unto me- 



Christ, The Good Samaritan. 

Great Physician, wounds the deepest 
Thou hast skill and power to heal ; 

O'er my bleeding soul Thou weepest, 
True compassion Thou dost feel. 

Wine pour on me, probing, cleansing. 
Though my wounds may smart with pain ; 

Then with healing oil anoint me^ 
Pardoned, I'll rejoice again. 

Wrap me in the spotless raiment 
Of thy righteousness complete ; 

Though I ne'er can render payment. 
Clothe me. Lord, from head to feet. 

From the mire of sin uplift me, 
All my woes and weakness bear ; 

In Thyself, sole Refuge, hide me, 
All I need is treasured there. 
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THE GOOD SAHASITAN. 

Though, unseen, Thou often seemest 
Like a traveller passed away, 

Ever near me, Thou suppliest 
All my wants from day to day. 

Let me taste thy love unceasing, 
Feed me, clothe me, guard, console ; 

Hourly be my debt increasing ! 
Jesus has endorsed the whole ! 

When in glory Thou retumest. 
Shew that all demands are paid ; 

Answer to the claims of Justice, 
That my guilt on Thee is laid. 

From the inn, to thine own Palace 
Then remove me, heavenly Friend ! 

Having once my soul embraced. 
Thou wilt love me to the end. 

Then I'll sing with all the ransomed. 
Sovereign Love's completed plan, 

. And adore with ceaseless rapture 
Christ, the Good Samaritan ! 
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THE GOOD SAMABITAN. 



PART 11. 

May the love of such a Saviour 
Prompt me to the love of man ; 

May I copy the behaviour 
Of this Good Samaritan ! 

May I be to all a neighbour, 
Feel I ought y because I can ; 

And for other's welfare labour 
Like this Good Samaritan ! 



SuBBSY Chapel, 

October, 1857. 
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FOLLOWING JESFS. 



** If any man will come after me, let him deny himself, and take 
up his cross, and follow me.*' — Matthew ztI. 24. 

{This hymn may be sung to any long metre tunCy by repeating in 
every fourth line^ the word ** follow") 

AcxiEPTiNG, Lord, thy gracious call, 
Lo ! at thy feet, I humbly fall, 
Belease my soul from Satan's thrall. 

And let me follow Thee ! 

I would obey thy kind command 
To journey towards the better land — 
But need thy guiding, strengthening hand ; 

Help me to follow Thee ! 

Thy Holy Spirit, Lord, impart. 

To warm with love my sluggish heart, 

Then gladly from all sin I'll part, 

And rise to follow Thee ! 
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FOLLOWING JESTJS. 



My Teacher, Euler, Pattern, Guide, 
Ne'er let me wander from thy side, 
Nor from the narrow pathway slide. 

But closely follow Thee ! 

So closely, that thy faintest voice 
My heart may reach and bid rejoice. 
Fixing on Thee its stedfast choice, — 

Thus, I would foUow Thee ! 

By meekness, patience, kindness, prayer, 
By works of love and friendly care. 
By holy conduct everywhere. 

Help me to follow Thee ! 

Whene'er the road is rough and steep, 
Whene'er the floods roll strong and deep. 
Although, distressed, I groan and weep, 

StiU may I foUow Thee ! 

When fears and foes beset my way. 
When darkest clouds obscure my day. 
And easier paths tempt me to stray. 

Help me to follow Thee ! 
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FOLLOWING JESTTS. 

At every hour, in every place, 
Amidst an changes, give me grace 
With patient, plodding, onward pace, 

Closely to follow Thee ! 

Courageously, whoe'er my foes. 
With cheerfulness, whatever oppose. 
Unto my journey's final close. 

Help me to follow Thee ! 

Then along Heaven's own pathway bright, 
No more with foes and fears to fight. 
By Victory crowned, and robed in white, 

I'll ever follow Thee ! 



(JVom the AtUhor's tract " Follow Jesus.**) 
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TEMPTATION. 



** Watch and pray, that ye enter not into temptation."— 

Matt. xxvi. 41. 



THAT my soul were free from sin, 
Completely purified within, 
Completely rescued from the sway 
Of him, whom death's dark realms obey ! 

Sin is my worst, my deadliest foe. 
Sin caused the Saviour's blood to flow. 
And sin would plunge me into Hell, 
In darkness and despair to dwell. 

Shall I then welcome with a smile, 
Satan, advancing to beguile ? 
Or for one moment lingering stand. 
When this destroyer's near at hand ? 
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TEMPTATION. 



Shall I one moment stop to gaze 
TTpon his robe's deceitful blaze ? 
And trifle with the deadly dart 
Which he is aiming at my heart ? 

Lord I give me grace that I may fly, 
Whene'er I see the tempter nigh, 
Nor loiter on the dangerous ground 
Where his enchanting snares abound. 

Secure me safe within thy fold. 
My spirit to thy likeness mould, 
That sin may be my bitterest gall. 
And Jesus be — my all in all. 
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CHRISTIAN VICTORY. 



<* To him that oyercometh will I give to eat of the hidd^i manna, 
and will give him a white stone, and in the stone a new name 
written, which no man Imoweth saving he that receiveth it." — 
Bev, ii. 17. 

{This hymn may he sung to any long metre tune, by repeating in 
every fourth Itne, the two syllables printed in italics,) 

Salvation's Captain, mighty Lord, 
Fulfil in me thy gracious word, 
Help me to wield the conqueror's sword, 

Selp me to overcome ! 

The world, the flesh, the powers of hell, 
Are foes too strong for me to quell ; 
Unless thy Spirit in me dwell 

I cannot overcome. 

I must be vanquished in such fight, 
I faint, I fall without thy might ; 
Strengthen my soul — guide, guard, incite, — 

TAa^ /may overcome. 
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On Hidden Manna let me feed, 
Thou only canst supply my need, 
Thy blood, thy flesh, are meat indeed, 

Bp Thee I'll overcome. 

"Write thynewname on love's "White Stone, 
Name only to thy kindred known — 
Give me this pledge that Thou wilt own 

And he^ me to overcome. 



Here may I read th' Eternal Three, 
Friend — ^Brother — Father — ^are to me. 
Thy full salvation let me see. 

And strong with joy, overcome. 

Make me to know my sins forgiven. 
My foes each day more backward driven. 
And in th' exulting hope of heaven, 

Iferve me to overcome. 

Feeble, yet mighty through thy power. 
Thus may I fight till life's last hour, 
Nor fear when death's dark tempests lower. 

But to the end overcome. 
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CHBISTIAK TICTOET. 

Then, hailed by comrades gone before, 
Convey me to that peaceful shore. 
Where war's alarms are heard no more 

By those who overcome ! 

With warrior saints of high renown, 
At victory's feast shall I sit down ? 
Shall I receive the conqueror's crown P 

Shall I thus overcome ? 

All honour, glory, praise to Thee, 
To Thee alone shall rendered be, 
Both now, and through eternity. 

By all who overcome ! 



{From the Author' » tract " Chrittian Victory.**) 
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THE CONTEAST. 



" Set yonr affection on things above, not on things on the earth." — 

Cb/.iii.2. 



The fairest flower that ever bloomed 
Must droop and die ; the brightest day 
In evening gloom shall fade away ; 

To death each new-bom joy is doomed. 

Wealth, faithless flatterer, soon takes wing. 
Or where it lingers, cannot feed 
The immortal spirit's mighty need ; 

The golden sheath oft hides a sting. ^ 

Mirth is a bubble soon to burst ; 

Friends most beloved may prove unkind ; 

Death will the closest ties unbind ; 
Our best delights by sin are curst. 
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THE C0NTRAJ9T. 

There is a flower wliicli ne'er can fade ; 

A priceless treasure none can steal ; 

A balm which every woimd can heal ; 
A hope on sure foundations laid. 

There is a Friend — Ltfe, Love, his name^ 
Who cannot faint, or fail, or die ; 
But strong to help is always nigh^ 

In grief and gladness still the same. 

There is a home in Heaven above. 
Where kindred souls ne'er part again ; 
But free from death, sin, oare^ and pain, 

Dwell with this Friend in perfect love. 



October, 1857. 



»i » I I' 
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THE DISCIPLE'S GETHSEMANE. 



« O my Father, if it be possible, let this cup pass tram, me : nerer- 
theless, not as I ¥dll, but as Thou wilt."— JIfaM. xxvi. 89. 

Father, let this cup pass jfrom me, 
Filled to the brim with gall ; 

To iaste alone, is misery. 
How can I drink it all P 

I hold it with a trembling hand. 
Amazement chills my heart ; 

let this cup, at thy command, 
This bitter cup depart ! 

Keener than torments flesh can know. 

Are those the mind assail— 
The bloody sweat revealed a woe 

Surpassing scourge and nail ! 
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THE disciple's GETHSEHAITB. 

If it be possible^ Lord, 
Let this cup pass from me ; 

Hear thine own agonizing word 
From dark Gethsemane ! 



Yet Father, not my will, but thine, 
Thy only will be done — 

And make thy loving purpose mine, 
Through Jesus Christ thy Son ! 
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THE MOURNER'S PRAYER. 



'* A friend loyeth at all tunes, and a brother is bom for adversity .** 

— Froverba xvii. 17. 



Brother in adversity, 
Look upon my misery ; 
Suflfering Saviour, mighty Friend, 
Bid these bitter sorrows end : 
Or if, sent to make me pure, 
I must stiU such pain endure— 
Let this earnest prayer prevail. 
Suffer not my faith to fail. 

Why am I thus sorely tried ? 
Why so long seems help denied ? 
Why, by roads so little known. 
Must I journey thus alone ? 
Pardon, Jesus, these complaints 
When my burdened spirit faints ; 
Help me ! and I'll trust Thee still. 
Made submissive to thy will. 
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THE MOUBNEK'S PEAYEB. 

Sough the pathway, dark the night, 
Lend thine arm, reveal thy light ; 
Wide and deep the streams I wade, 
Let me on thy love be stayed. 
Threatening foes aroimd me stand, 
Jesus shield me with thy hand ! 
Lord, I faint, be Thou my strength. 
Bring me safe to Heaven at length. 

There, from every burden free. 
Perfected in purity. 
Toils and sorrows left behind. 
Full salvation may I find. 
Welcomed by the angelic throng 
May I join their rapturous song. 
Praise ascribing imto Thee, 
Brother ! Lord ! eternally ! 



58 



IT IS I. 



** Jesas spake unto them, saying, Be of good cheer ; it is I $ be not 

a.fniCL."—J£att7iew xiv. 27. 

{I%i8 hymn may be tung to any long metre tttnef by repeating in 
every fourth line, the words «* *II» J.") 

Saviour ! when wildest storms of care, 
Would sink my heart in deep despair, 
O let me hear thy voice declare 

'Tis I! — ^be not afraid ! 

Say to my troubled soul — 'Tis I! 
Love rides upon the gloomy sky — 
Not wrath, nor chance, nor destiny ! 

'Tis I!— be not afraid! 

When wave on wave assails thy bark. 
When frightful forms howl thro' the dark, 
Amid the tempest's roaring — ^hark ! — 

'Tis I ! — be not afraid ! 



59 



IT IS I. 

While yet thy voice my help doth crave. 
Kind to console, and strong to save, 
My pathway the tumultuous wave — 

'Tis I!— be not afraid! 

Why tremble, as on ruin's brink ? 
Be of good cheer, thou canst not sink ; 
why so faithless thus to think ? — 

'Tis I!— be not afraid! 

'Tis I — thy stedfast loving Friend ! 
Soimd thee my arms of might extend, 
My words with the loud thunder blend, — 

'Tis I!— be not afraid! 

For thee I once was tempest-driven ; 
With hostile winds I too have striven ; 
Grief keener far, my soul hath riven — ^ 

'Tis I!— be not afraid! 

Human like thee — I sympathize ; 
Divine — ^I rule the stormy skies ; 
lift up thine heart, and dry thine eyes- 



'Tis I!— be not afraid! 



^ 
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IT IS I. 

I come to bid the waves be still, 
Thy anxious soul with peace to fiU, 
And turn to good each seeming ill — 

"lis I ! — ^be not afraid ! 

The gale shall speed thee on thy way, 

The lightning lend a helpful ray. 

The dark more quickly bring the day — 

'Tis I ! — ^be not afraid 

Soon shall the storm be changed to calm, 
The oar of toil to conqueror's palm, 
The prayer of fear to rapture's psalm — 

'Tis I ! — ^be not afraid ! 

In heaven shall roll no stormy sea. 
Thy peace shall there unbroken be, 
At home eternally with Me, 

Thou ne'er shalt be afraid ! 



{From the Author** jyact — ** It is I, or the Voice of Jesus in 

the Storm.") 
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"FATHER! UNDERTAKE FOR ME. 



9f 



** O Lord I am oppressed, undertake for me I " 
Isaiah xxxviii. 14. 

O Thou that with a Father's care 
Dost hearken to thy children's prayer. 
Our least concerns attract thine eye. 
And gain thy gracious sympathy. 

Thou knowest all our hopes and fears, 
Our joys and sorrows, smiles and tears ; 
'Tis Thou who every good dost send. 
And from aU evil dost defend. 

To Thee I lift my humble faith. 
Believing what the Scripture saith ; 
And, " casting all my care on Thee, 
Pray — " Father imdertake for me. 



» 
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Events are all beneath thy hand. 
The moimtains melt at thy command. 
Then every fear must groundless be 
When Thou shalt " undertake for me." 
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"pathee! tjitdertake fob me.*' 

If Thou dost deck the liUes fair, 
And for the sparrow takest care, 
Thy children Thou wilt never see 
Forsaken — " Undertake for me." 

Confirm my faith, and cleanse my heart, 
Love, righteousness, and peace impart, 
If thits I'm blessed, my prayer will be 
Best answered, — " undertake for me." 

« 

that on each beloved Friend 
Thy choicest blessings may descend ! 
Prompt and accept their several plea, 
" My Father undertake for me." 

Whatever betide us, weal or woe. 
To Thee, with boldness may we go. 
And all things to our Father tell, 
Joy to enhance or grief to quell. 

be thy love our highest joy. 
Thy service free our blest employ, 
From Thee let nothing sever, tlius 
Our Father " undertake for us." 
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MY TIMES AEE IN THY HAND. 



** I trosted in Thee, O Lord : I said, Thou art my God, my times 
are in thy hand I " — Psalm xzxi. 14, 15. 

My times are in thy hand ! 

I know not what a day 
Or e'en an hour may bring to me, 
But I am safe while trusting Thee, 
Though all things fade away. 
All weakness, I 
On Him rely 

Who fixed the earth, and spread the 
starry sky. 

My times are in thy hand ! 

Pale poverty or wealth, 
Corroding care or calm repose. 
Spring's balmy breath, or winter's snows. 
Sickness or buoyant health — 
Whatever betide, 
If God provide, 
'Tis for the best; I wish no lot beside. 
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MY TIMES ABJB IN THY HAJO). 

My times are in thy hand ! 

Should friendship pure illume 
And strew my path with fairest flowers, 
Or should I spend life's dreary hours 
In soUtude's dark gloom— 
Thou art a Friend, 
Till time shall end, 

TJnchangeably the same, in Thee all 
beauties blend. 

My times are in thy hand ! 

Many or few my days, 
I leave with Thee — this only pray. 
That by thy grace, I, every day 
Devoting to thy praise. 
May ready be. 
To welcome Thee, 

Whene'er Thou com'st to set my spirit 
free. 

My times are in thy hand ! 

Howe'er those times may end. 
Sudden, or slow my soul's release. 
Midst anguish, frenzy, or in peace, 

I'm safS with Christ my Friend ! 
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MY TIMES ABE IN THY HAND. 

If Me is nigh, 

Howe'er I die, 

'Twill be the dawn of heavenly ecstasy. 

My times are in thy hand ! 

To Thee I can entrust 
My slumbering clay, till thy command 
Bids all the dead before Thee stand, 
Awakiug from the dust. 
Beholding Thee, 
What bliss 'twill be 
With aU thy saints to spend eternity ! 

To spend eternity 

In Heaven's unclouded light ! 
From sorrow, sin, and fraUty free, 
Beholding and resembling Thee — 
O too transporting sight ! 
Prospect too fair 
For flesh to bear, 

Haste ! haste ! my Lord, and soon 
transport me there ! 



{From the Author'8 Memoir of Dr. Gordon, entitled **The 

Christian Philosopher Triumphing over Death.** It was a hymn 

from which Dr. G. derived comfort during his illness in 1848-9.) 
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ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 



" Absent from the body, present with the Lord."— 2 Oor, y. 8. 

The Lord of Life, who holds the keys of Death, 
At length has claimed the patient sufferer's breath ; 
Boiled back the bolt, and opened wide the door 
That leads to realms where pain assails no more. 

Midst daily works of faith, in manhood's noon,* 
We think that he is summoned hence too soon ; 
Admired, beloved, home's joy, the poor man's Friend, 
Too soon we deem such usefcd life hath end. 

Yet why too soon ? Too soon for us who mourn, 
But not for him who from us hath been torn ; 
Too soon, he could not taste celestial bliss, 
Too soon, he could not dwell where Jesus is. 

Then let us sorrow, not as without hope, 
Let us no more midst earthly shadows grope ; 
But heavenward gaze where he will never know, 
Betum, or painful memory, of woe. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A ESrEND. 

The dead we mourn for ; but lie truly lives, 
Sharing the endless life which Jesus gives ; 
"We'll therefore celebrate his glorious birth, — 
We are the dead, who linger still on earth. 

Thou who didst die that dying men might live, 
To U8f the dead, thy quickening Spirit give ! 
That when we reach the last, the trying hour, 
"We may be saved from Death's destroying power ! 

may we safely pass the swelling flood, 
And, cleansed from every stain, through Jesu's blood, 
Meet, ne'er again to part, on Canaan's shore. 
Kindred and friends, "not lost, but gone before," 



* In alluBlon to the Author's Father-in-law, Dr. Gordon, of Hull, 
who died Feb. 7, 1849, aged 47 years. 
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THE GRAVE AND THE BIRTH-DAY. 



"Whosoever liv^th and belleveth in me, sliall never die."— 

John xi. 26. 



[The occasion of the following lines was our nsaal visit to the 
grave of Dr. Gordon on his birth-day. They are inserted partly 
to gratify the Author's affection for his friend, and partly in the 
idea that they may be interesting to some persons who have become 
familiar with the last scenes of Dr. Gordon's life, through the 
narrative entitled — '* The Christian Philosopher triumphing over 
Death."] 

And can it be that thou art really deadf 

This is a day which only speaks of Life ! 

For at old Fountains, on this happy mom, 

Thine eyes first saw the light. As child, youth, man, 

How gladly hast thou greeted its return I 

And we have shared thy joy — a holiday 

Of more than usual love and cheerfalness. 

When every day was love and cheerfalness. 

But now, alas, we meet aroxmd thy grave, 

And — ^the sole tribute which our love can render, — 

We plant this drooping flower above thy head. 
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THE GBA.TE AlO) THE BIKTH-DAT. 

No loving voice replies I no radiant smile 
"Watches our melancholy, pleasing task I 
Yet fancy weU can picture thee, e'en now 
HoVring around us ; and our hearts are sure 
That thou art not unconscious of our love, 
Midst yonder hlaze of heavenly blessedness. 

Dead ? No ! thou livest I 'Tis a day of Life ! 
Thou hast heen born anew, * bom from above ! ' 
glorious hour, when 'mongst the sons of God 
Made perfect, thou wast welcomed with a shout 
Of gratulation brotherly, and praise I 

Thus spake " the Resurrection and the Life " — 

" They that believe in Me, shaU never die." 

And never, never wast thou so alive, 

As when admiring thousands mourned thee dead ! 

That was thy noblest birth. And as we watched 

Thy last convulsive struggles to be free, 

We caught the heavenly radiance which thy soul 

Flimg back on the poor body, as it soared 

Straight to the realms of everlasting bliss ! 

Oh no ! thou art not dead ! Therefore we hail 
Once more thy birth-day — ^happier far to thee 
Than any spent in this dark world of sin. 
Thy largest hopes fulfilled, thou dwellest now 
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THE &&A.TE AND THE BIRTH-SAY. 

Where perfect Eighteousness, and Loye dupreme, 

Pervade all hearts — ^where Tyranny and Wrong 

"No more oppose the everlasting march 

Of man's true progress — ^where no splendid lies, 

(Their hideous deformity concealed 

By fashion's specious garniture) receive 

On regal thrones the homage of the crowd, 

While Truth, like Laz'rus, wounded and in rags. 

Lies out-cast and neglected. Thy fond dream 

Of universal Brotherhood and Peace, — 

Which Earth shall yet behold accomplished. 

Because by Christ predicted and ordained, — 

Is there a blest reality. The joy 

Of each augments the happiness of all. 

And thou art there! Not in the unconscious grave. 
But in that world of life we picture thee, 
Where death ne'er enters, and no sin defiles. 
We grieved to lose thee ; but we dare not wish 
To caU thee back from such amazing joy 
To these dark realms of sorrow. In thy bliss 
Bather would we exult, and give God thanks ! 
For, changed into the image of thy Lord, 
Thyself made perfect, with congenial minds, 
(God's aristocracy !) thou dost commune. 
In holiest ties of sympathy conjoined. 
The character and wondrous works of Him 
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THE GEATE AND THE BIKTH-DAY, 

Whose face thou dost behold in nnveil'd light 
Furnish an endless theme of blissfol thought 
And noblest colloquy. Not " in the midst 
Of usefulness cut off, never again 
To be employed in serving others" — ^no ! 
The high behests of Heaven employ thee now, 
The thousand ministries of active love, 
Untrammelled by the frailties of the flesh. 
Enlarging knowledge of the Most High God, 
Love with that knowledge growing boundlessly. 
Unwearying service, and stiU new delights, 
Prompt rapturous Hallelujahs ever new. 
Thus thou, whom men call dead, an endless day 
Without or cloud or night, dost joyful spend, 
Peacefully drinking of the streams of Life, 
Which, clear as crystal, gush eternally 
Forth from the Sapphire Throne. 

There we shall meet 
Where dread of separation ne'er intrudes. 
And ever our true birth-day celebrate. 



Hull Cemetery, 

Augast 2f 1850. 
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A BIRTH-DAY SALUTATION. 



(In connexion with the preceding allnsions to Dr. Oordon, the 
Author ventures to introduce the following lines to his Wife, as 
they refer to the decease of her Father.) 



" The Lord bless thee, and keep thee I "-—Numbers vi. 24. 

Blest be this day of holy mirth 

That drowned in bliss a Mother's woe, 
And bade a Father's heart to glow 

With rapture at such Daughter's birth ! 

His manly heart with love to thee, 

Tender as woman's, throbbed and thrilled ; 
And, ! what joy my bosom fiUed 

A sharer in such love to be ! 

He was my Brother, true and tried ! 
And unto thee my heart is bound 
With ties the holiest to be found — 

Can death this three-fold cord divide ? 
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A BERTH-BAY SALUTAHOir. 

Will such pure friendship ever cease P 
Can Heaven's refined, unselfish joy, 
The fellowship of love destroy. 

Because from sin we gain release ? 

No ! he is surely here to-day ! 

While Mother, Husband, fondly greet 
The Child, the Wife, with tribute meet, 

The Father could not keep away ! 

Thou wilt not less esteem, dear wife. 
This birth-day tribute of my love. 
Because it links ray Mend above 

With thee, true partner of my life. 

Dear ! doubly dear ! child of my friend ! 
My own choice Wife ! our souls with thine. 
In such endearing closeness twine, 

Nor time, nor change, the links can rend. 

God's blessing richly on thee rest ! 

May each succeeding birthday be 

A holier, happier one to thee, 
Till Heaven shall make us fully blest ! . 



Spriicq-Bank, Hull, 

November 12, 1850. 



74 



EARTHLY TRIALS AND HEAVENLY 

BLESSINGS. 



"As Borrowfal, yet alway rejoicing."— 2 Cor, Ti. 10. 

• 

Christian ! why those looks of sadness, 
Why those tears that dim thine eye ? 
Hast forgot the realms of gladness 
Whither thou must shortly fly ? 
Oh ! why should we mourn 

O'er the thorns in a road 
Which conducts to the palace 
And presence of God ? 

Do the cares of life perplex us, 

Of the world's fast fleeting show ? 
Trials soon no more shall vex us, 
Troubles we shall never know 

When with harp-notes of angels 

Our voices we raise. 
In harmonious concert. 

The Saviour to praise. 
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SABTHLY TBIAIA AlTD HEATENLY BLESSINOS. 

Have our dearest kindred left us, 

And do tears of sorrow flow? 
Has the greedy grave bereft us P — 
In the home to which we go 
Again we shall meet them, 

And endlessly love. 
For death never enters 

The mansions above. 

Ghroan we here 'neath Satan's burden. 

Mourn o'er hearts defiled by sin P 
Soon we shall pass over Jordan, 
Then, the courts of Heaven within, 
From the snares of the Tempter 

For ever secure. 
Our souls, as our robes. 

Shall be perfectly pure. 



Maidbtomx, 

December, 1835. 
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HEAVENLY BEST. 



"There the wicked oease from troubling ; and there the weary be 

at rest."— Jb6 iii. 17. 



Far horn, the stormy scenes of earthy 

The mansions of the blest 
Allure the care-worn wanderer home, 

A constant, happy guest, 
Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest. 

Weary with conflict, sorrow, sin. 
By anxious doubts distrest — 

Weary with watching against foes 
Who long the soul opprest, 

The warrior there lays by his sword, 
And the weary are at rest. 
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'HEA.TEJSTLY BEST. 



No*tears are shed in that bright world, 

No weeds the soil infest ; 
The golden fruits of joy abound, 

All injuries are redrest ; 
The troubled there find perfect peace. 

And the weary are at rest. 

With angel-brethren there they dwell 
In snow-white raiment drest, 

Feasting on heavenly happiness 
With still increasing zest, 

Where the hungry all are satisfied. 
And where the weary rest. 



Bolton Abbey, 

September, 1857. 
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THE PILGRIM'S SONG. 



" The redeemed of the Lord shall return, and come with singing 

imto Zion," —Isaiah li. 11. 

Ye Pilgrims of glory, 

Why weep on the way 
To regions where sorrow 

If e'er darkens the day ? 
Your trials are light, 

And a moment endure, 
But work out a heritage 

Priceless and sure. 

Cheer up fellow travellers. 

Banish your sighs. 
To the hills of Salvation, 

With hope lift your eyes ; 
And as ye press onward, 

Exultingly sing 
The love never changing 

Of Jesus our King. 
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THE FILGBIH's SONG. 

He not merely waits 

To receive us on liigh, 
But now, as we journey, 

Is constantlynigli ; 
Companion, Consoler, 

And Guide in the road 
To maasions prepared 

For his people's abode. 

What comfort He gives 

As we journey along ! 
The timid grow brave 

And the weary are strong ; 
The music of promise 

He breathes in the ear. 
And Faith beholds home 

And Jerusalem near. 

The road is indeed 

Often gloomy and steep. 
And even the strongest 

Will tremble and weep ; 
But happy 's the labour 

As well as the rest, 
Zion's pilgrims, e'en now, 

Are unspeakably blest. 
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THE pilgbim's SONa. 

Distant rocks may look rugged. 

But when we draw near, 
All lovely with flowers 

Their fissures appear ; 
On tracts the most barren. 

Bright mosses abound ; 
Midst sorrows the dai^est, 

Some comforts are found. 

At times all advance 

To our vision is closed, 
By valleys contracting 

And cUffs interposed; 
But as we go forward, 

The path opens out 
To gardens of gladness 

Through gorges of doubt. 

In the eyes of the worldly, 

Our journey may seem 
The dreary delusion 

Of children who dream ; 
But they see not the beauties 

We pilgrims behold, 
And they feel not our joys 

Which can never be told. 
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THE pilgrim's SONG. 

How pure and refreshing 

The life-giving rills, 
As with sHvery songs 

They leap down from the hills ! 
What vigour and gladness 

Their waters impart 
To the traveller, wearied 

And fainting in heart ! 

Choice fruits overhang. 

Inviting the taste 
Of all who to God 

And Jerusalem haste ; 
The Rose and the Lily 

Their sweetness exhale. 
And the music of Heaven 

Is borne on the gale. 

Though fiercely they roar. 

Those lions are chained ; 
Though Apollyon may threaten. 

His wrath is restrained ; 
Tip the dark vale of conflict 

We '11 sing as we fight, 
Till the Mountains Delectable 

Burst on our sight. 
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THE FILGSIM's SONG. 

What prospects unfold 

As upward we climb] 
How varied, extensive, 

Enchanting, sublime ! 
From the high grounds of Faith 

We, deKghted, survey 
The beauties which mark 

The whole course of the way. 

Looking backward, we see 

That when we most feared. 
Because through bleak deserts 

Our journey appeared ; 
Even then, though by clouds 

Of despondency veiled. 
All around, ' surely goodness 

And mercy ' prevailed. 

But when we look forward. 

What regions of light. 
Bathed in tints of the rainbow 

Enravish the sight ! 
A Paradise teeming 

With beauties untold, 
A city resplendent 

With jasper and gold ! 
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THE prLGKni's aasQt, 

Clear as crystal, the Waters 

Of life ever flow 
From the throne of the Blessed One, 

Bankhing woe ; 
And the banks of the stream 

Are adorned by the tree 
'Neath whose shadow the malions 

Are holy and free. 

No pestilence poisons 

.The health-breathing air ; 
No storms ever darken 

The scenery there ; 
The heat never scorches, 

The frost never -chills. 
But perpetual spring 

Clothes the valleys and hills. 

In this beautiM IjEind 

Ever fragrant and groen, 
The celestial city 

AU glorious is seen ; 
Its mansions and terraces 

Moimt up on high. 
And its gKttering turrets 

Illumine the sky. 
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THB PILGBIM'S 80N0. 

Each gate is a pearl. 

Surpassingly rare, 
Its walls are of agates 

And amethysts rare ; 
Its pathways are gold. 

And its palaces blaze 
With a lustre eclipsing 

The diamond's rays. 

'Tis holiness renders* 

The city so bright ; 
True secret of splendour, 

Pure source of delight ! 
Its gold and its jewels — • 

Its dignity, this ! — 
The perfection of Love 

Is the Ailness of Bliss ! 

But where is the tongue 

Oan the rapture unfold, 
Of the numberless hosts 

Who their Monarch behold ! 
Beflecting his likeness, * 

Illumed by his smile. 
Where sin, death, and sorrow 

No longer defile 1 
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THE FILGBIM'S SONG. 

Bright squadrons of Angels 

In countless array 
Meet with Prophets and Martyrs 

Long since passed away 
The saints of all ages. 

Made perfect, are there ; 
And the friends gone before us 

Our welcome prepare. 

Already by Faith 

This Jerusalem's near ; 
Its glories we see, 

Its Hosannahs we hear ! 
And soon we shall enter 

Its portals of light, 
And drink at the fountain. 

Of endless deHght. 

Then rejoice, fellow travellers. 

Banish your sighs ! 
To the hills of Salvation 

With hope lift your eyes ! 
And, as ye press onward, 

Exultingly sing 
The love never changing 

Of Jesus our King. 

BoLTOx Abbxt, Septtmbcr, 1857. 
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HONOURS AT THE FEET OF JESUS. 



" Let old and young 
Attend his way. 
And at his feet 
Their honours lay." 



Honours ! we have none to lay, 
At the foot of Jesu's throne ; 

We are only worthless clay, 
And have nothing of our own 
But souls of sin, and hearts of stone. 

We have only these to show, 
Yet with these we seek thy face ; 

All our guilt, and want, and woe. 
We would penitently placd. 
With tears before thy throne of grace. 

E'en with these Thou wilt receive us. 

And wilt listen to our cry. 
Though the full celestial chorus 

Of angelic minstrelsy. 

For ever greets thine ear on high. 
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HONOITES AT THB FEET OF JESITS, 

But an hour will come when we 
Shall have honours pure and bright. 

When we shall receive from Thee, 
Harps of gold, and ci*owns of light, 
And spotless robes of purest white. 

Honours we shaU have in Heaven ! 
ITim, we 'U bring them to thy seat; 

And the crowns which may be given^ 
We will lay, as is most meet, 
with e^L prai^. .t ttv fa* 



May, 1887. 
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PRAISE FOR REDEMPTION. 



"Worthy is the Lamb that was slain, to receive poTver, and 
riches, and wisdom, and strength, and honour, and glory, and 
blessing."— i2ev. v. 12. 



Who can rightly conceive 

Of that infinite love, 
Which brought the Redeemer 

From mansions above ; 
Where the courts of his palace 

Unceasingly ring 
With the anthems which angels 

Adoriingly sing, 
Of praise unto Him 

Whom Creation obeys. 
As the Ruler of princes, 

The Ancient of days ! 
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FBAISE FOB SXDEHPTIOir. 

He descended from regions 

Where purity reigns, 
And came to a worid 

Whicli iniquity stains ; 
He relinquished his seat 

On the crystalline throne. 
To mingle with rebels, 

To toil and to groan ; 
Like a lamb to the slaughter 

Was passively led. 
While a crown of derision 

Encircled his head. 

Heaven's beauty and brightness 

And bliss, He resigned, 
Moved with tender regard 

For the woes of mankind ; 
The Kght of his glory 

He changed for the gloom 
Which encompassed the cross. 

And pervaded the tomb ; 
The solace of friendship 

And pity denied. 
Rejected and scorned, 

like a felon He died. 
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FBAISE FOB BEDEMPnON. 

But the sins which He carried 

Were ours, not his own ; 
For us Jesus uttered 

That heart-broken groan ; 
For f/« all his sorrows 

He patiently bore ; — 
Then while upon earth 

We'll that mercy adore 
Whose depth none can fathom, 

And cheerfully raise 
Our hearts with our voices 

The Saviour to praise. 

But when from our bondage 

On earth, we arise ; 
When on Cherubim's wings 

We ascend to the skies ; — 
When by sin and by sorrow 

We're shackled no more. 
But through regions of brightness 

Triumphantly soar ; — 
When the heavenly Jerusalem 

Bursts on our sight. 
And the throne of the Saviour 

Transcendently bright ; — 
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FJEIAISE VOR HEDEMPTIOK. 

Then, with perfected love 

We'll, unwearied, adore 
The Redeemer we worshipped 

So coldly before ; 
On the vast sea of glass 

We wiU join the blest throng 
Who for ever the praises 

Of Jesus prolong. 
Where the songs of Creation 

Are crowned by the strain — 
All praise to the Lamb 

Who for sinners was slain. 



MAID8T0N£« 

June, 1835. 
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THE SINNER'S FRIEND. 



** A fdemd of Pablicans and Sinners." — Luke vii. S4. 

Feiend of Sinners ! Lord of glory ! 

Lowly, Mighty ! — Brother, King ! — 
Musing o'er thy wondrous story, 

Fain would I thy praises sing. 
From thy throne of light celestial, 

Moved with pity, Thou didst bend 
To behold our woes terrestrial, 

And become the Sinner's Friend I 

Sinner's Friend ! name most blessM 

Unto those who mourn for sin, 
By the devil sore distressed. 

Foes without and fears within ! 
Friend to help us, cheer us, save us. 

In whom power and pity blend — 
Praise we must, the Grace which gave us 

Jesus Christ, the Sinner's Friend. 

Love hath no man stronger, surer. 
Than for dearest /nencfe to die : 

But thp Love flowed deeper, purer. 
Bleeding for thine enemy ; 
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THE SnOTEB'S FRIEND. 

Blessing souls the most ungrateful. 
Loving labour Thou dost spend : 

Patient stilly e'en towards the hateful, 
Changelessly the Sinner's Friend ! 

Friend who never fails nor grieves us, 

Faithful, tender, constant, kind ! — 
Friend who at all times receives us, 

Friend who came the lost to find I-^ 
Sorrow soothing, joys enhancing. 

Loving until life shaU end- 
Then conferring bliss entrancing, 

Still, in Heaven, the Sinner's Friend ! 

O to love and serve Thee better I 

From all evil set me free ! 
Break, Lord, every sinful fetter! 

Be each thought conformed to Thee I 
Looking for thy bright appearing 

May my spirit upward tend. 
Till, no longer doubting, fearing, 

I behold the Sinner's Friend ! 



BoLTOK Abbey, 

September, 1857. 



{Composed for the Author's Father ^ the writer of the well known 
tracts ** The Sinner's Friend.**) 
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THE TRIUMPH OF THE CETJCIFIED. 



" God forbid that I should glory, save in the cross of our Lord 
Jesus Christ." — Oal. vi. 14. 



S/EDEBMED from death, with joy we'll sing 
The triumphs of our suflFering King ; 
His wounded hands— his bleeding side— 
The wondrous cross on which He died. 

Those wounds are fountains, whence do flow 
Rivers of balm for human woe ! 
That blood can make the vilest pure, 
That blood alone can cleanse and cure. 

Those hands, extended on the tree, 
Hold out a pardon full and free ; 
And, stained with sacrificial gore. 
Point ruined souls to mercy's door. 
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THE TEIUMFH OF THE CBUCIFIED. 

The spear's deep sash, which &:apes so wide. 
Invii^ the fug^vVto hide 
In God Incarnate — ^there alone 
Sure refuge from our fear is known. 

The crown of thorns proclaims a King 
Victorious by suffering; 
Henceforth shall grief to Christians be 
Arrayed with regal dignity. 

That dying groan, that last loud cry, 
Are the glad shout of Victory ; 
The bruised heel grinds Satan's head, 
And life is won by Jesus dead. 

The cross, a conqueror's chariot seems, 
Prouder than warrior's wildest dreams. 
Where Christ, all red with battle's stains. 
Drags Sin and Death, in captive chains. 

Then let us, glad and grateful, sing 
The triumphs of our suffering King ; 
Count all things else as empty dross, 
And glory only in the Cross. 



SU&BBT CbAPEL, 

November, 1857. 
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MESSIAH'S REIGN. 



*' King of kings, and Lord of lords."— £6r. ziz. 16. 

King of kings, and Lord of lords ! 
Wliat deKght the sound affords I 
Jesus shaU for ever reign, 
Final victory He shall gain. 

Lord of lords, and King of kings ! 
Every mourner joyful sings ! 
None shall of his rule complain 
When the Saviour comes to reign ! 

King of kings, and Lord of lords ! 
Broken are oppression's cords ; 
Satan 's conquered ! swell the strain ! 
Jesus doth for ever reign ! 
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MESSIAH'S EEI6N. 

Lord of lords^ and King of kings ! 
Order, riches, rest, He brings ; 
Warfare, hatred, fear shall cease. 
Vanquished by the Prince of Peace. 

King of kings, and Lord of lords ! 
Earth and heaven repeat the words ! 
Truth and Love will He restore. 
He shall reign for evermore ! 

Lord of lords, and King of kings ! 
Loud and long the anthem rings ! 
Hallelujah ! Shout again ! 
Jesus shall for ever reign ! 



St. Johk's Wood, 

October 28, 1857. 



{Composed after hearing HandeVs ITalleluJah Chortu.) 
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DOXOLOGT. 



"Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy 
Ghost I As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be, 
world without end— Amen ! " 



Hallelujah ! joyful raise 
Heart and voice our God to praise ! 
Praise the Father ! praise the Son ! 
Praise the Spirit I Three in One ! 

One to perfect all the plan 

Of redeeming ruined man ! 

Triune God ! to Thee be given 

Praise on Earth, and praise in Heaven ! 



BtTB&BT CBAPEL, 

NovembcfT 19, 1857. 
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